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DUBLIN LITERARY GAZETTE. 



HOR£ GERlOANICifi. 

THE HOSTESS* DAUGHTER. 

(Prom th^ German of F. Von Ukland.) 

Three Burschen erossecl orer the Rhiav's rolling flood, 
•To trhere the newt cottagre of Fran Wirthin stood ; 
•* Fran Wirthin, fitiUhave yon gooA wineand fresh beer, 
•* Aod where is the fair maia we used to we here ? 

** My wine and my beer, thev are fresh still and elear, 
•Ask not for my daughter, she lies on ber bier." 
TJien qnirktr they entered the chamber behind. 
Where lay the sweet maid in her coffin redined. 

The first ynutJi apfifted the pall from thfi fafle, 
And he looked on the corpse, with a sorrowing' (nuie. 
** Alaa! lovely maid, would that life were still thine! 
'* How fond and how ardent a love would be mine." 

The second he drew bsrk the paU o'er the dead. 

And the big tears {.niHh'd foitli, as the youth turned his 

head: 
** Alas I that thon Ue^ a corpse en ^e bier, 
'** My heart's serret idol for many a y«ar." 

thrill, 
still: 

* And my heart Shalt adore tbee, till time pass away.*' 

SHAnm. 

THE MEMORY OF BLUCHER. 

BT KBLL9TAL. 

There was a bold trooper, and well did he know 

To manage hu mettleBome steed; 
His sabre he swang with a vigorous blow. 

And the squadron he well knew to lead. 
And erer the foremost in onset was he : 

•* Hurrah," would he cry, ''my brave hearts follow 
me ; 
** We fight for our country, see yonder her foe," 

This trooper ao gallant and brare did I know. 

There was a stout captain, and smiling would he 

Meet death in the war*8 fierce n^le ; 
■His banner Ird ever to victory. 

We called him the Lion-oi- Battle. 
With glory he shone, as a star in the sky. 
And we followed him truly, we followed with joy. 
For as dear to our hearts as onr Madrhen's * was he ; 
This captain so raliiuit w^s well known to me. 

The hero of freedom was known to us all. 

He sleeps on a bed of laurel : 
This hero we used ** father Blucher" tacall, 

For he settled full many a quarrel. 
T^ efaldiu <^ ih% Frank, he rent them in twain, 
For he lored that hia free country, ftee should reraiUn ; 
Bat now he's laid low, and he sleeps In the grave ; 
We all knew this hero — our Blucher the brave ! 

Shahir. 
» Sweethearte- 



HOR^ ITALICS 

We ere deroted adrolrera of Horace : a fair friend 
wfaofcoewB onr p&t%ehaiU, complained to us the other 
iday, that die could discover no poetry in the Englkh 
tranalatioas of him she had met wltK We hope that 
■oftened down to 

fiyllahles that breathe of the sweet sooth, 
IM m«y meet w^ more faroor. 

Perslcos odi, pner, apparatm ; 
Ditptio«it nexK phllyrft coron» : 
Hitte sectari rosa quo locorum 

Sera moretur. 
^mplici myrto nOiil allabores 
Sednlus, euro : neqne te ministrum 
I>ed«ret myrtns, neqne me sab nretft 

Vite bibentem. 



TRANSLATION. 

Con fasto Perslco 
Leraense ornate 
Sd^nial'lngenait 

SempKrltttft. 
Ken odoriliere 
Ohlrlande elette 
Vogl* io da nobile 
Bdflttocostretteu 

E ta Bon diiedere. 
In Qoalvfavdlno 

T^rdor^allull 
norp«r|K»rino. 
Mortrifn sempliee 
Solo Bi* k cara, 
Sol qoAsta, o nifrile 
Tandnl, prepnra. 

Ko, erraiTeneTAle 
* F*f'me«tfn i 



U mirto BempUoe 
Non 6 per te ; 
Per te, cbe meeoermi 
De Tin spumante 
Dei larghe dotole 
Coppiero e fante ; 
Per me che hevere 
II vino pretto 
Sotto pampinea 
Vite ho difetto. 



EhenI fngaces, Postnme, Postnme, 

Labnntnr anni ; nee pietas moram 
Rugis et instantl penectae 
Afferet, indomitseque morti. 
Nod, si trecenjs. quotquot eunt dies. 
Amice, places illacrymabilem 
Plutima tanrus: -qni ter amplum 
Geryooero, Tityonque tristi 
Compeeeit unda, scilicet omnibus, 
Quirumqae tprrw mnaere rescimnr, 
EnavigandA ; sire reges, 
Slvfl inopes eriraus coloni. 
Fnistra crucnto Marte careblmns, 
Fractisque rauri fluctibus Adrise : 
Fruatra per Autnmnos micentem 
Corporibusmetnemtis Au.<ttrum. 
Visendua ater flumine langiiido 
Cocytus errans, et Danai genus 
Xmame, damnatusque lougi 
Sisyphus bolides laboris. 
linqnenda tellus, et domus, et placens 
Uxor J neque harum, quas colis, arbormn 
Te^ preeter invisas cnpressoa, 
Ulla brevem dominum seqaetor. 
Absumet bieres Csecuba dignior 
Servata tTntum clavibus; et mero 
I'inget pavimentum superbo 
Pontificum potiore ccenis. 

TRANSLATION. 

Ahim^ trnpassa, o Postumo, 

L' et4 fiigace e lieve, 

N$ pietany le squalbde 

Rnghe o del crin la nere 

Ritarda, « i) braccio forte. 

De r indomahil morte 

Non, se qiianti dl raotano. 

Trecento tori offri^si, 

Potresti il pid ritorcere 

Da jrl' infemali abisiU, 

N^ il tiranno si placa 

De la magione npaca. 
Ei Gerion tergemino, 

E Tizio iiFimenso affirena 

De la riviera stigia 

Sa 1' iufocata arena. 

II fatal guado varca 

E bitolco e monarca. 
MartP di saiigue livido 

E^nteremo invano ; 

In van del mare Adriaco 

Ilroco flutto insano 

£ a le membra fatale 

L* umid Ostro autumnale. 

Vedrem la pigra e torbida 

Corrente di CiH:ito, 

£ le iJglie di Danao 

Con Sisifo punito. 

Che in ciraa al monte posa 

La pictra niinosa. 

LAsciar dobbiamo e patrii 

Tetti e la moglie amante, 

E a te padron fuggevole 

De queste colte piante 

Niuna verr£ dappresso 

Fuor del feral apresso 

Plu degno erede it Cecubo, 

Che serban cento chiavi 

K* a cene pontifide 

Invidia i Tin soavi. 

Sparger^ Uberale 

Su le marmoree sale. 



UOnm HISPANIC^. 

THB LAST wn.L AMD TKBTAMElfT or THB INOBHIOUS AlfD 
VAMBOtn KNIGRT DON QUIXOTB DB Uk HAHCHA. 

A Romance fivm the Spmn^ 
BY JOSEPH SNOW. 

WHIb Jaws fliat creak, like when yon break tongli 

■tiek across a stone. 
La Maaeha's knifht, Don Quixote hight, by elckness 

everttrowD, 
ViWh tamt corered o*er, whilst formed his hnekler 

broad fau bed. 
Like tortoise from itt diell ontheared frwn its steel 

aue his head. 

With screaming relce, wUcb makes sad noise, aa the 

notorr he sees near, 
Throttfli toothless Ja«8, for lack of teeth, he speaks 

that all may hear: y 

Good %*, I prithee wril in write this my last testa- 
aMUt, 
Which to poeteijly^ I troet^ shall be by hearoQ^s kelp 



["And that to it^ entire your wit, you wHl so goodly 
I tP^aat, 
As sense yonllhare to say for me, when I myself welt 

can*t ; 
And first, I to the earth, as food, bequeath my body free, 
Which from Its laaknesa weH J wis, a mouthful will 

not be. 

My good sword's sheath, I next bequeath, as coffin 

for said corse, 
As large it is, and wide enough, and nerer wish I worse ; 
And then emb^med, 1 bid them leare it in the chnr^ 

alone. 
And this inscriptiOB deeply grsre on my sepnlchrtl 

stone. 

** Here dwellsin death, this tomb beneath, Don Quixote, 

past all praise, 
Who wrongs redressed, and wicked wights made walk 

m virtue^ ways. " 
To Sancho next the islea I give, n^eh I tierce lighting 
,^ sot ; -» • 

They insulate him at the least, if they enridt bios not 

*To RozioaQCe^ bequeath X eui*t, less than what Ood 

has given. 
The fields and floi^, the ' meads and woods, bestowed 

on beasts by heaven; 
And evil chance I pray for him and withering age fur 

her. 
And grief and bitterness, who daras bis ealm repose to 

•* I l^ve the Moor, enchanted sore, who pummelled me 

at the ion. 
The cuflfs he there bestowed on me, with'^interest 

also in : , 

To the muleteers, the many mcks which oo bark anft 

breast they gave. 
To clear my conscience fuH imd well, I cheerfully now 

leave. 

To that maiden l»-ight, Dulrinea hight, when her 

coraeliness decays, 
A bondred loads of wood I leave, to warm her wintry 

days. 
To the tenter hook in the hall I leave my sheathleu 

sword to hang. 
Let nothii^ ever tondi its sheen, save the mat's un* 

sparing fang. 

** Next my lance, ae broom to sweep the room, andtbv 

cobwebs off the roof. 
Like good St Gem^e, I leare— from that let all tkioffB 

be aloof — o 
My breast-plate, goi^et, gannUets grim, my helm ind 

visor, all 
Inherits he who when I'm gone, himself my luax may 

cali 

** And tot the rest, 'tis ny behest^ that aD Ay worMly 

store. 
Shall be to rescue princesses, and other good giren o'er ; 
And that in lieu of masses long, my death they celebrate. 
With jonst and tourney, tilt and Uu-ong, and ev?ry 

knightly feat 

" And now I leave, (may Christ them save.) my execa- 

tors to fulfflL '^ ^ 

Don Belianis, Phebns* knight, Las Zergas lord, ttiis 

will"— * 

Here Sancho, who long time had watched all that the 

knight had said. 
With bitter voice and ragged speech, Ms troubled mind 

ontbrayed. 

" Good master mine, thy tongue confine, for where tfioa 

goest I wot, 
To tell thy God all thy ill deeds, befits such nonsense 

nott 
But take thon counsel from thy sqoire, poor Sancho, 

who sad stands 
Beside thy bolster, weeping wild, and wringing hard 

hia hands. 

** And leave these Sirs, execotors, your own con- 
fessor first. 

Next the mayor Aaton, and the goat-herd rich, to take 
on them this tmst. 

And leave alone your knights and lords, as of them 
enough you've said. 

And straight send for some pious priest tol^id his holy 
aid." 

"Thon eonnseH'st well, I needs must telL" quoth the 

Don, with wavering voice, 
** Bnt haste^ bid Beltenebroa come, ere of that I make 

my choice." 
Just then appeared at the chamber door, with the host 

high in his hand, 
Xhe curate in his snrpUce white, and his sacerdotal 

band. 

And the dyinr knight, when he »aw this aljrht^ cried 

aloud to all idmut, — » -»■ 

This the great majficiaii," apd he strives to speak him 

out. ^ 

Bat fails him head; heart, strength, sight, lios, and life, 

and limb, and all ; -o » i~. 

Departed then the notary aQMA;.apd the priest prayed 

o'er his palL 

• The poor knight here appeared to be perfectly ia- 



